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Author's Notes: 

(Big sigh) | take a bold step by tackling this band with such a big and passionate audience. Probably I'll be 
thrown a few e-tomatoes, or be condemned to burn in hell - but, hey, I'm not afraid of hell (any black- 
metaller should claim that, right?) | want to clarify that | mean no harm or disrespect for the band and the 
characters | .(mis)use in this story, this is the product of my imagination and has no reference to the real 
Sav's thoughts about his condition | know I've often disclaimed that pairing (sorry to all you DL-writers out 
there..) and now, here | am writing about them.. Well, | must acknowledge the fellow writer on Rockfic @fairyll 
who ..insidiously introduced me to their charisma and damaged my mind in a way - you know! Sav is sweet 
and interesting to explore. People who might have read any of my stories (mostly about Finnish bands / 
Children of Bodom) know that this is .uncharted waters for me. Please, be lenient! In all, this is a short 
drabble, and | apologize beforehand to anyone who might find it harsh, probably insulting, desecrating.. That was 


not my i ntention! 


What was the thing he was staring at? The mirror was merciless again that morning. He shouldn't even have 
tried to take a look - but then the sensation was so weird, as if something alien was attached to his face, a 


strange clutch. He didn't feel normal at all. He had to take a closer look. 


The result was dispiriting. This wasn't him. Something horrendous was staring back at him. Something revolting. 
Unrecognizable. As if the thing reflected was made from wax and one side had melted like a Salvador Dali 
painting. With his eyes transfixed on the cold glass, he put his palm on his cheek, traced his lips with his 
fingertips. Groped the deformity. His vision blurred with tears - but maybe it was the Bell's effect. He couldn't 
even close his eyes to the despicable spectacle, on his own accord; he needed manual assistance. lronic? Once 


he was hot, a symbol of some glory - now he was something grotesque, a symbol of decadence. 


" Why me..?" the first words of the recurring thought came out in a barely audible whisper - but then he 
forced himself to stop. He didn't want to sound ungrateful. 


A glance at his friend, Rick, would provide him the bitter courage to sigh relieved for his fate. "It could be 
worse" and regret the thought immediately. His doctors had given him some hope of recovery. A new arm 
would never sprout, though, so.. 


But still, it hurt. The image on that mirror was beyond his tolerance. He couldn't relate to himself anymore. 


He didn't notice the steps behind him. He was too concentrated on the distorted reflection and the burdening 
thoughts. A firm hand landed on his shoulder and he gasped astonished. 


" Stop being hard with yourself. It's still you." 


The warmth behind him was inviting. He leant back and closed his eyes (with the help of his hand) and opened 
his mouth to sigh, content - before he inevitably drooled over the chest of his confidant. His embrace was a 
safe haven, to protect him from the Bell's hell.. A magic wand, to change the miserable reality. He could always 
retreat there and be himself again. Unscathed and free. 


He glimpsed at the mirror - the Dali figure had transformed into the shy Caravaggio angel with the 
voluptuous lips and the golden curls. He knew that guy. 


The end 
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